The 38th Parallel 


By Jonathan Tuey 


“Wake up soldier!” I heard someone cry, “Wake up!” 

I abruptly opened my eyes in shock, unaware of what was happening. My limbs felt 
numb due to the cold, snowy environment. It was 30 degrees below zero, a point where frostbite 
attacks you if you're unprepared. 

“Get on your feet and move soldier!” the man yelled. 

A cannonball whizzed over my head and landed near us, brightening up the area with a 
large explosion of light. The chaos of people screaming and yelling around me, and the piercing 
sound of gunshots nearly made my ears deaf. I quickly pulled my earplugs out of my bag and 
shoved them into my ear. 

“Where are we?” I shouted to the man. 

“What do you mean where are we?” the man angrily yelled back, “Have you lost your 
mind soldier? We are at the 38th parallel! You better get your act together!” 

Just then, a bullet zipped by me. Then another and another. 

“Get down!” The soldier demanded. 

We both jumped down into a trench with some other comrades. Then, he grabbed his gun 
and started firing back from the opposite direction the bullets came. 

“Arm yourself’, the man said as he shoved an M1 Garand into my hand with eight rounds 
loaded and ready to fire. 

I was speechless, for I was holding a real gun that I didn’t even know how to operate. As 


I closely observed the man, I followed his actions to learn how to use the firearm. I pulled back 


the charging handle, aimed, and fired the gun. The immense strength from the recoil launched 
my body backward, making me almost lose my balance. 

“Watch it, a gun’s not meant to be played with like a toy”, the soldier said with a serious 
tone. 

I huffed a little, unsure of how to respond. 

Then, someone near us yelled, “Incoming!” and an eight-inch caliber came soaring 
through the front lines into our trench. More than half of the trench was demolished with only 
dust and black smoke remaining. My eyes burned from the dirt and dust in the air. I looked 
around for the man who was with me. He was about a few feet away from me after being 
knocked back by the force of the explosion. When I came up to him, I noticed that the side of his 
leg was badly injured, and he was barely conscious. In an effort to get him out of the smoky 
trench, I threw his arm over my neck and slowly lifted him onto his feet. The man was groaning 
due to the pain due to the painfulness of his injuries 

As I was heading toward safety, I loudly called, “Medic! Medic! Someone get a medic!”, 
hoping for someone to hear me. 

Soon, I was losing the strength to continue carrying the man’s weight, so I found a big 
tree where I could lay him behind for better protection. I took out the medical supplies from my 
bag and used a bandage to tightly wrap around his wound to stop the bleeding. 

“Ow!” the man shrieked with pain. 

“Sorry”, I replied, “however applying pressure is the only way to stop the bleeding, for 
you have already lost a lot of blood. Losing any more blood can be fatal to your health and 


possibly lead to death”. 


The man sighed and recognized that I was correct. Finally, two medics arrived, helped the 
injured soldier onto a stretcher, and returned him to the camp. I decided to follow and explore the 
area. 

After about twenty minutes of traveling, we finally arrived at the camp. The injured man 
was taken to a medical tent while I explored the environment. The site was filled with numerous 
tents, with each awning housing a few soldiers. Luckily for me, I brought my tent so I didn’t 
need to share it with others. The sun was setting quickly, and I found a flat area next to a tree and 
constructed my shelter. Then, I laid my sleeping bag and travel bag on the ground inside the tent 
and went out to find the injured man from earlier. When I found him inside the medical tent, his 
leg was already treated and re-bandaged. 

“Thanks for helping me out”, the man said, “By the way, we never really got a chance to 
properly introduce ourselves. The name’s Robert, or you can also call me Rob.” 

“Nice to meet you, Robert”, I replied, “You can call me Jonathan.” We continued talking 
for a few minutes and then | pulled out an image of my grandpa from my pocket and asked, “Do 
you know a person with the name Albert Tuey?” 

“Hmm”, Robert said unsurely, “I don’t think so. Do you know what division he is in?” 

“Yes”, | replied, “He is in the First Cavalry Division.” 

“Maybe try checking the tents near the right side of the camp that are near to the 
entrance”, he suggested. 

| thanked him for his suggestion, said my goodbyes, and decided to call it a night. With 
my matches, | lita small fire next to my tent to keep myself warm while | popped open some 
canned food. After | finished eating my food, | brushed my teeth and put out the fire. Even 
though it was dark, | could still hear the explosions and gunshots in the distance. | crawled into 


my tent and wrapped myself in the sleeping bag to keep myself warm. 


The next day, | woke up to the sun shining bright through a small crack in my tent and 
onto my face. | grabbed my water bottle to drink some water, but it was already empty, so | had 
to search for a nearby river. | put my shoes on, zipped up the tent, and began to search. The 
camp was lively with people shouting orders at one another and soldiers marching in large 
groups to war. Finally, | found a small river, and | took the bottle out of my bag and filled it with 
water. Then | inserted my life straw to filter out the bacteria and make the water drinkable. The 
water was cold because of all the ice and snow that was in it. | also washed my hands and my 
face because of all the dirt that was stuck onto my face when the explosion occurred. Then, | 
grabbed my bag and proceeded to head back towards the camp. As | looked up, | saw a familiar 
face. | took out the picture from my pocket and realized that the person standing up on the hill 
could be my grandfather. 


He looked as if he was getting ready to head into battle, but | stopped him as | shouted, 


“Wait”! 

He turned around in confusion, “Do | know you?” He said. 

“Well”, | started, “Not exactly. You see, | come from the future. | am your future 
grandson” 


“| think you got the wrong person, kid”, the man replied, “I don’t have time for this, sorry”. 

“Wait, my name is Jonathan Tuey. You are Albert Tuey, aren’t you”? | asked. 

“Yes”? he replied in confusion, “I am”. 

“lam the son of Edward, your future son”, | explained. 

My grandpa then asked, “How is my wife doing?” 

“She is doing well and is currently living with my uncle”, | told him. 

My grandpa seemed happy to hear that. Then, | explained that | was traveling back into 
the past for only a couple of months and asked if | could stay with him in the meantime. He 


accepted my request and we had a good time together. My grandpa taught me how to dig 


foxholes. A foxhole was a small hole where only one person could fit in it. My grandpa showed 


me how to fight in one, it was pretty easy. All you have to do is stand up, aim and fire the gun, 
and squat back down. When it was nighttime, he let me move my tent next to his and | got to 
meet his friends and comrades. We had a wonderful time sharing stories and singing songs by 
the fire. As the days passed, | began feeling more tired and weak, so soon, | decided that it was 
time to head back into the present. | said my goodbyes to everyone, gave my grandpa one last 
hug before leaving, and he gave me his hat to keep in memory of him. Then, | started to feel 
dizzy, and the world was spinning in front of my eyes. Everything collapsed and went black. 
When I woke up, | was on my bed. It was 5:45 in the morning. | got up and looked up 
into the mirror but all my bruises and cuts had vanished. It was as if all of this was just a dream, 


but it wasn’t. | had survived two harsh months of living in a cold treacherous warzone. 


